23 Gathering Beauty 


Doc’s daughter Kippy attended the running camp for pre-teen 
girls at Swarthmore College. At the end of the final day, the 
girls were ordered to jog the track while Dr Jill Lankow, their 
coach, stoked up the grill for the farewell party and awards 
ceremony. 

They complied half-heartedly, resembling in their powder blue 
t-shirts, orchids drifting on the afterglow. 

ALl of the girls except Kippy eventually flopped into the 
bleachers next to the track. She instead ran faster and faster, in 
her mind catching her father as the towers folded slowly inward, 
then collapsed around them. 

And then riding home with him in the hurtingly silver Acela 


train, clutching her own silver purse. 
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Tree Mann, shot-putter from Grambling University and Rick 
Rundgren, a Swarthmore student, both assisting at the camp, had 
stopped their mock boxing match to watch Kippy blankly. But after 
they heard her gasping, Tree strode in the opposite direction on 
the track--the girls in the bleachers applauding as he passed--in 
a moment halting directly in front of Kippy’s rush. She hit him 
with full force which, large as he was, still staggered him. 

Then, sliding down in his arms, retching. 

Tree withdrew when the girls sped to her as she sat 
on the track. Their pale shirts phosphorescent remnants in a 
pocket of expiring light, they surrounded Kippy. 

And through all, no sound escaped to Tree and Rick, who had 
started wrestling. “Hey, what’re trying to do?” Tree shouted. 
“Get it up my ass, like our heroes did in Iraq.” 

They jumped up and brushed off. “Now what in the hell is 
that?” wondered Tree, at an angle to Rick like a misplaced 
chessman. “The girls I mean? Their mouths are moving—it ain’t so 
dark you can’t see that--but you don’t hear their crazy-ass 
chatter, nohow. Weird! No..wind of any kind. Some sort of creepy 
shit!” 

“Zone of Silence,” dramatically enunciated Rick. “Like Mount 


St Helens’ eruption. You didn't hear any explosion because the air 
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traveled too fast. Saw it, though. Like we see them. Here and 
now, I’d guess something in meteorology or magic, hey?” 

“Don’t know what it is, but makes my skin go the other way! 
Jesus!” The girls became even more animated, their mouths one 
glowing purple blur. 

“Zone of Silence, all right. This is a rare moment. 

It’s science, and yet in a way it goes back to my people in 
Northern Europe, and yours in Africa. In both primordial mists.” 
Tree had put on an ox-like face, its attenuated parody 

mocking Rick’s history lesson. “You’re so completely full of 
shit!” he finally burst, voice a dull ring that drew a glowering 
frown from Dr Jill Lankow, tending the charcoal grill, her 
forehead red and drenched with sweat. 

“Would you guys just quit your usual ass-ing around? 


Gather up the girls and let’s eat!” 


